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ability some ot them had), the days of heroic travel are
gone; unless, of course, In the newspaper sense, in which
heroism like everything else in the world becomes as
common if not as nourishing as our daily bread. There
would be always a lady or a gentleman ready to dis-
cover with considerable fuss a bit of territory of, KI\\
ten square miles, resembling exactly the surrounding
and already explored lands; or interview some iit-w
ruler, like a reflection in a dim and tarnished mirror of
some real chieftain in the books of a hundred years
ago; or marvel at a disagreeable fish of ferocious habits
which had been described already in some old-time,
simply worded, unsensational "Relation." But even
this is a game which is losing its interest, and in a very
little time will have come to an end. Presently tiiere
will be no backyard left in the heart of Central Africa
that has not been peeped into by some person more or
less commissioned for the purpose. The Nigeria of
Earth, of Denham, of Clapperton, of Mungo Park, of
other infinitely curious and profoundly inspired men,
will be bristling with police posts, colleges, tramway
poles, and all those improving things triumphantly
recorded, and always with the romantic addition that,
within twenty miles, the hills, or the forests, or the
holes in the sand, or the depths of the jungle (that
blessed word) are swarming with cannibal tribes
miraculously restrained by one white man with two
black soldiers and his native cook for all company.
And the great cloud of fatuous daily photographs and
even more fatuous descriptive chatter, under whose
shadow no traveller could live, will brood over those
seldom-visited places of the world that, despoiled of
their old black soul of mystery, have not yet acquired
its substitute, which will be marvellously piebald when
it comes.